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New havoc, such as civil discord blends,

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends;

Ex'd in his feudal fortress each was lord,

In word and deed obey'd, in soul abhorr'd.

Thus Lara had inherited his lands,

And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands j

But that long absence from his native clime

Had left him stainless of oppression's crime,

And now, diverted by his milder sway,

All dread by slow degrees had worn away.

The menials felt their usual awe alone.

But more for him than them that fear was grown;

They deem'd him now unhappy, though at first

Their evil judgment augur'd of the worst,

And each long restless night, and silent mood,

Was traced to sickness, fed by solitude:

And though his lonely habits threw of late

Gloom o'er his chamber, cheerful was his gate;

Tor thence the wretched ne'er unsoothed withdrew,

Tor them, at least, his soul compassion knew.

Cold to the great, contemptuous to the high,

The humble pass'd not his unheeding eye;

Much he would speak not, but beneath his roof

They found asylum oft, and ne'er reproof.

And they who watch'd might mark that, day by day,

Some new retainers gather'd to his sway,

But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost,

He play'd the courteous lord and bounteous host:

Perchance his strife with Otho made him dread

Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head;

What e'er his view, his favour more obtains

With these, the people, than his fellow thanes*

If this were policy, so far 'twas sound,

The million judged but of him as they found;

From him by sterner chiefs to exile driven

Txhey but required a shelter, and 'twas given.

By him no peasant mourn'd his rifled cot,

And scarce the Serf could murmur o'er his lot;

With him old avarice found its hoard secure,

With him contempt forbore to mock the poor;